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As Christmas draws near, we are happy to make use of the 

MESSENGER to send to our dear mission benefactors, friends and 

} subscribers, as well as to all those who are spiritually interested in 

a the conversion of the Africans confided to our Apostolate, our 
most sincere wishes for a holy and blessed Christmastide. 


A work so pleasing to our Infant Savior cannot remain with- 
out its reward. We therefore prayerfully hope that all those who 
read these lines may experience that true joy and happiness felt 
by the Blessed Virgin and Saint Joseph at the birth of our 
Infant King. 


We feel inadequate to express our gratitude and 
appreciation for all your charity to our missions. In 
our helpfulness, we would be disconcerted, if it were 
not for our All loving, All powerful God, who hides 
His Majesty under the form of a Babe and seems to 
say, Come to me with confidence; | am able to grant 
all your requests. 


Therefore, dear benefactors, we approach ihe 
Divine Infant and ask Him to grant you all the graces 
you most ardently desire. 
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THE MESSENGER OF OUR LADY OF AFRICA is edited and published bi-monthly with ecclesiastical 
approbation by the Missionary Sisters of Our Lady of Africa (White Sisters), Metuchen, New Jersey. 
Annual subscription $1.00. Entered as second class matter December 15, 1931, at the post office of 
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With the resignation of the Most Rev. 
Thomas J. McDonnell as National Direc- 
tor of the Society for the Propagation of 
the Faith, the White Sisters, as well as all 
Missionary Societies and Organizations, 
have lost a true friend. For the past 27 
years His Excellency worked for the mis- 
sion cause with untiring zeal and devo- 
tion; so that his efforts procured help and 
encouragement for Missionaries all over 
the world, and enabled them through 
their missionary activities to spread the 
teachings of Christ, which brought about 
numerous conversions. 


Our grateful and constant prayers will 
accompany Bishop McDonnell in his new 
apostolic labors for the good of the 
Archdiocese of New York. We ask Our 
Lady of the Missions, whose interests His 
Excellency served so well, to obtain the 
choicest blessings of her divine Son on 
the Bishop’s new enterprises. 


Most Reverend Thomas J. McDonnell, D.D., Auxiliary 
Bishop of New York and former National Director 
of the Society for the Propagation of the Faith. 


The White Sisters join with other Mis- 
sionaries in expressing their gratitude to 
God and Our Lady of the Missions who 
gave us such an efficient Successor to our 
so devoted Bishop McDonnell in the per- 
son of Rt. Rev. Monsignor Fulton J. 
Sheen. In presenting our most hearty 
congratulations to Monsignor Sheen, the 
members of our community offer their 
prayerful wishes that our Blessed Mother 
will obtain the realization of all his 
undertakings for the Propagation of the 
Faith to which he has promised to dedi- 
cate his entire energies. 


Now that the four walls of Monsignor’s 
class room have been pushed outward to 
the four corners of the world, as he him- 
self expressed it, we trust that through 
his zealous and inspiring teachings voca- 
tions to the mission field and conversions 
will be numerous and the era of the reign 
of Jesus in the whole world through the 
Immaculate Heart of Mary will be ad- 
vanced. 


Rt. Reverend Msgr. Fulton J. Sheen, Ph.D., S.T.D., 
National Director of the Society for the 
Propagation of the Faith. 
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A COURAGEOUS GIRL 


talkative amidst lenient old folks, the 

young Gurunga girl (Northern Terri- 
tory of the Gold Coast) leads a comparatively 
happy life. There is no reason why she 
should feel miserable, especially when she 
compares her lot with that of her younger 
brother. 

While the meals are being prepared, she 
may stay with her mother who is cooking the 
millet porridge, and quickly knows the con- 
tents of the best jugs. The fact is she grows 
much faster than her little brother who is 
kept away from the saucepans. 


Mitatsct AND PLAYFUL, carefree and 


The boy is considered as a useless con- 
sumer and has no rights to the favors of his 
elders. With the little girl it is different. 
She is soon able to do odd jobs, such as 
sweeping the hut and taking care of the baby. 
When seven or cight years old, she is able to 
carry a jug on her head and keep the family 
supplied with water. 

But the principal reason for the privileged 
situation of the young Gurunga girl is that 
she represents a sort of living capital capable 
of yielding even by anticipation. It some- 
times happens that a loyal subject, desirous 
of being in favor with his Negro king, will 
promise him his first-born girl as a wife — 
a promissory gift greatly appreciated by old 
polygamists. Or again a wealthy man will 
give a cow, or goat or even cash to a neigh- 
bor in financial straits on the express terms 
that, in due time, he shall receive in return 
such or such a girl, living or yet to be born. 
Actual slavery, of course, is no longer sup- 
posed to exist in Africa; but does this kind 
of a deal differ much from slavery? The 
native girl, however, takes it for granted. 
She would not dream of choosing her own 
husband. “Is a woman her own master?” she 
will say, unconcerned and submissive. 

Such customs explain the main reason why 
pagans keep their daughters away from the 
mission school. Here the girls find out that 
women are not slaves, that they have rights 
also, that courts have been set up to protect 
them against injustice. When she has been 
baptized, the Gurunga girl is sometimes 
obliged to choose between the dictates of her 
conscience and the will of her pagan father. 
Such was the case of Agnes Alibayagadde. 


MOUKADDE FEINTS 


With the consent of her father, Agnes had 
been baptized at the mission. Regularly she 
would go to church to receive the sacraments 
and pray for the conversion of her father, 
Moukadde. One day, when she returned to 
the family hut, she found her father unusual- 
ly glum and taciturn. Finally he spoke up. 

“Daughter,” he asked, “do you love me?” 

“Of course I do,” was the prompt reply. 
“You have always been kind to me. More- 
over, the God I now worship commands me 
to cherish my father, to respect him, to obey 
him in all that is not contrary to His holy 
law.” 

“Well,” Moukadde continued coaxingly, 
“if you love me truly and sincerely you must 
prove it today. You have but one word to 
say to make your father happy...” 

“Father,” Agnes said with keen anticipa- 
tion in her voice, "I am your daughter; what 
can I do to make you happy ?” 
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With eyes riveted to the ground ahead of 
him, the old pagan started to talk faster as 
though to convince himself that he was doing 
the right thing. “A distinguished visitor 
came to see me,” he said. “He told me of 
the deep affection he feels for you; in fact he 
wants to marry you. If you will have him, 
he will put an end to my poverty. He is a 
rich man; he will give anything I ask to have 
you. What answer shall I give him?” 


AGNES PARRIES 


Sensing the truth, Agnes squatted down on 
the beaten-earth floor of the hut facing her 
father. ‘And who is this man who wants to 
marry me?” she asked with apprehension. 

“Benjamin, chief of Kasozi village,” was 
the laconic reply. 


“But, father, he is not a Catholic,” Agnes 
remarked with surprise. 


Moukadde now looked his daughter in the 
eyes and asked pleadingly, “Agnes, what is 
your answer?” 

Holding her father’s gaze in spite of her 
emotion the young girl spoke softly and 
earnestly. “Father, I love you, you know I 
love you very much. But I cannot comply 
with your wish.” 

“Why?” Moukadde snapped back, his eycs 
narrowing threateningly. 

“Because I must above all save my soul,” 
Agnes answered firmly, rising to her feet. 
“Such a marriage would endanger my eternal 
salvation. I would rather die than take Ben- 
jamin for my husband.” 


MOUKADDE THRUSTS 


Moukadde sprang up from the low stool 
where he had been sitting. Anger made his 
breath come fast. How could his daughter 
refuse such a reasonable request? His hopes 
of wealth and an easy life were blasted. “So 
it is your religion which teaches you to defy 
me!" he bellowed, his face ashen-gray with 
pent-up emotion. “Again I ask: will you 
have Benjamin for your husband ?” 

Reading the answer in the tear-filled eyes 
of his daughter, the old pagan pounced upon 
her like a wild animal, threw her to the 
ground and shackled her feet to keep her 
from running away. Agnes suffered all with- 
out a word of reproach; she fully realized the 
terrible struggle that was going on in her 
father’s heart. Furthermore, had she not 
received Holy Communion that very morn- 
ing; if God judged her worthy of carrying 


the cross, she should be happy. Closing her 
eyes, she started fingering the beads of the 
rosary that dangled from her neck, and con- 
fided herself to the loving care of her heav- 
enly Mother, asking her to change her 
father’s sentiments. 

After two days of close confinement, Agnes - 
was as determined as ever not to take Benja- 
min for her husband. Little by little Mou- 
kadde’s attitude changed; he even gave his 
daughter the permission to go to the mission 
for a few days. How sorry we were to hear 
of her plight. But Agnes placed all her con- 
fidence in the Blessed Virgin, certain that she 
would win her case. Each day she prayed 
long and fervently at Mary’s altar. 

Like a brave soldier after a few days’ rest 
back of the lines, Agnes hastened back to her 
father’s hut, firmly resolved to do the right 
thing always. After crossing the banana 
plantation that surrounded the hut, she called 
out to know if anybody was at home. No 
answer. Having crossed the threshhold, the 
girl stopped short. . . 


MOUKADDE HITS 


Her father was glowering at her from the 
semi-darkness of the hut. Greed and anger 
flashed from under his thick set brows. Evi- 
dently, he was brooding over his misfortune, 
for Benjamin had called again to offer clothes, 
jugs of beer and money for the hand of 
Agnes. 

The very sight of the girl threw the old 
pagan into a fit of rage. Without a word he 
jumped up, seized a thick club and beat his 
daughter to unconsciousness. But seeing her 
prostrate at his feet brought him back to his 
senses. Had he killed Agnes with his own 
hands, Agnes who had been such a dutiful 
daughter. Like Cain he could hear the voice 
of his conscience crying out: “What hast thou 
done?” Moukadde stepped back to the wall 
and gazed upon the prostrate form of Agnes. 


After the sun had gone down the damp air 
( Concluded on the following page ) 
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A White Sister doubling for the 
Mother of God in caring for the 


Infant Jesus in the persons of his lit- 


» tle Africans at a Baby Welfare Center. 
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\X JHO IS ALEX- 
ANDER? Prob- 
ably you may 
remember having read 
that Alexander Kidega 
of Kisubi was decorat- 
ed, beacuse of his many 
meritorious services, by 
our Holy Father with 
the papal medal ‘Pro 
Ecclesia et Pontifice.” 
Alexander was an 
honest hard working 
man who became so 
competent under the 
guidance of a White Brother that he could 
build not only a house but convents and 
schools as well. The Bishop, himself, charged 
Alexander with building his new 
at Kisubt. 


our ways. 


Seminary 
But God's ways are not always 


One evening after paying the workmen, 
his helpers, Alexander went to the hospital 
complaining of a headache and vomitting. 
Sister Miriem and her native nurses gave him 
the best of care. The Doctor was called 
again and again. It was a case of meningitis 
that was to lead him to the grave. His wife 
and children, though resigned to God's Holy 
Will, were crushed with sorrow and prayed 


Another of Mary’s Victories 
( Concluded ) 


and the cold ground sent shivers through the 
girl’s body. Presently she raised her head 
and looked around the hut trying to make 
out where she was. Still in a daze, she mur- 
mured softly: “Father, are you here? Won't 
you help me to get up? I won't hold this 
against you. I realize that I have hurt your 
feelings, but I cannot do otherwise. I am a 
Christian and a Christian I want to remain.” 


AGNES WINS 


Feelings he had never known before sprang 


incessantly for his recovery, if it would be 
pleasing to God. 
Kisubi and Rubaga cried to Heaven: “O God, 
spare him; we cannot live without him.” But 
Alexander's work on earth was finished and 
he was called to his eternal reward. 


The whole village of 


The next day there was a Solemn Requiem 
Mass in the mission church, where crowds 
gathered for the funeral and accompanied the 
body to the cemetery. While most of his 
friends returned home crying, those who 
knew him most intimately prayed: “Alexan- 
der, excellent Christian, hard worker for the 
glory of God, pray for those you leave 
behind.” 


up within the old pagan. 
daughter to get up. 
“forgive me. 
own greed, 


He helped his 
“Agnes,” he pleaded, 
I was sacrificing you to my 
Benjamin may look clsewhere 
for a wife; you shall marry the man of your 
own choice.” 


The ordeal had been a painful one for 
Agnes who gave proof of her faith and cour- 
age. But was not the transformation that 
took place in the mind and heart of the old 
pagan due to the intercession of the Blessed 
Virgin, who is never invoked in vain? 


Just another of Mary’s Victories . . . 
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What Charity 
Cau Do 


ROM THE DISPENSARY at Kigoma, 
F Sister saw a poor Muha crawl along 

painfully with the help of a stick. She 
approached and tried to speak to him, but the 
young man did not want to stop and answer 
her questions as he continued on his way. 

“But you seem very tired,” insisted Sister, 
“would you not like to rest here for awhile?” 

“No,” he answered, “several weeks ago | 
went to those WASUNGU to be treated (and 
with his finger he pointed to the Government 
Hospital) but they did not help me. I am as 
ill as I was on arriving. Now I am going 
home.” 

“You are too weak to make the journey; 
you will die on the way.” 

“It makes no difference; I do not want to 
die here.” 

Sister followed him and succeeded in per- 
suading him to delay his departure until the 
next morning, for it was already late. She 
offered the poor man hospitality and conduct- 
ed him to the kitchen where Josepha, a wom- 
an who works at the mission, was preparing 
her supper. After recommending her to 
receive this invalid kindly, Sister told Josepha 
to speak to him of God; since she knew his 
language. 

The young man was so touched by the 
reception he received, that he was no longer 
in a hurry to leave. What is more, he atten- 
tively listened to the words of truth, which 
were a revelation for him. He admitted to 
have vaguely heard spoken of religion; but 
as he did not know the Missionaries, he re- 
mained distrustful, fearing they resembled the 
government functionaries, who require tax 
and sometimes show themselves rough for 
the poor like himself. He was quite aston- 
ished at what he saw and heard. He was told 
that the Sisters had a hospital at Ujijt where 
they care for the sick and he was encouraged 
to go there; for if this poor walking skeleton 
could not be cured, his soul would find life. 

The patient was completely changed. The 
next morning before Mass he was already at 
the door waiting for his letter of introduction 
to the Sister of Ujiji. 


Influence of mercy and charity .. . 


Mother Saint Helen. 
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ECHOES From AFRICA 


As the Sisters were leaving the Chapel after 
Mass they heard the Chapel bell ringing wildly. 
They were startled and wondered what had hap- 
pened, when a man appeared with potatoes to sell. 
He explained the mystery: “I came here to sell my 
potatoes. Someone told me to ring the Sisters’ bell. 
| saw this bill; so I rang it. 


At one of the missions, the cook who possesses 
an harmonica gives the Sisters free concerts at all 
hours. He brings the dishes to the table with one 
hand, while with the other he plays the Mass for 
the dead or the Litany of the Saints. 


Sister asked a little boy in class, why there was 
but one God. 


“Well,” came the reply, “if there were more than 
one God they would quarrel among themselves as 
we do. That would not be perfection and God 
must be all perfect.” 


It was composition time and after several min- 
utes of hard work, littke Gabriella was asked to 
read what she wrote: 


“Yesterday I went to town with my mother to 
the store. We bought a dress and a handkerchief, 
some rice and flour. After that we admired many 
nice things without buying them, because we had 
no more money. We returned home and were very 
glad. For ‘what doth it profit a man to gain the 
whole world if he suffers the loss of his soul’.” 


OBITUARY 
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OLY YEARS have come and gone and 
pilgrimages from most parts of the 


world arrived at Rome. But, during 
this Holy Year, for the first time in the his- 
tory of the Church, a large African Pilgrim- 
age made its way to the Holy City. Seven 
hundred Africans from different tribes and 
all corners of the Dark Continent accompa- 
nied their Missionaries to the Eternal City. 
This group was different from any other 
that the Romans ever saw at St. Peter's: a 
Negro Bishop, Negro Priests and _ Sisters, 
native chiefs in their national bright colored 
costumes, catechists and teachers as well as 
government officials. As the Africans went 
from one to the other of the four large Basil- 
icas to gain their Jubilee Indulgence, they 
were an attraction for the pilgrims from 
other parts of the world. In fact, they were 


distracted in their devotions by the visitors at 


Rome, who were tak- 
ing their pictures 
from all angles. Nor 
did the pilgrims from 
other parts of the 
globe hesitate to 
kneel before the Af- 
rican Bishop and 
Priests to receive 
their blessing. 

Two special Masses 
were celebrated for 
these extraordinary 
pilgrims: one by His 
Excellency, Bishop 
Mathew, Apostolic 
Delegate in Central 
Africa for British 
Colonies, at St. 
Peter's; the other by 
His Excellency, Bish- 
op Kiwanuka, Apos- 
tolic Vicar of Mu- 
saka and first Native 
Bishop of Central 
Africa, at St. Mary 
Major. The devotion 
and piety of the Afri- 
cans during the Holy 
Sacrifice greatly edi- 
fied all those present. 
Our pilgrims were 
pleased to visit the 
holy places and to 
assist at other cere- 
monies in the Eternal City. 

The African Pilgrims were favored by a 
special audience with Our Holy Father. The 
day and hour so long desired arrived at last 
and they were all eagerly waiting at the Vati- 
can for their hopes to be realized. It was an 
unusual sight for His Holiness to see, as he 
entered, each one holding out to him at arm’s 
length and with great care the precious pres- 
ent brought all the way from Africa: ivory 
tusks, ebony objects and other mysterious 
parcels wrapped in towels according to the 
native custom, and offered with such genuine 
love. Our Holy Father was greatly touched 
by this demonstration of the devotedness of 
his African children. 

His Excellency Bishop Durrieu, Superior 
General of the White Fathers, presented to 
the Pope three million Negro Catholics rep- 
resented by the seven hundred pilgrims, and 
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e pelican Pilgrimage at Kome 


four hundred priests of their race in the per- 
son of His Excellency, Bishop Kiwanuka. 
Then His Excellency left to Reverend Mother 
Louise Marie, Superior General of the White 
Sisters, the happiness of presenting to His 
Holiness the eleven hundred Negro Virgins 
trained by the White Sisters to the religious 
life in the person of Sister Antoinetta, the 
Superior General of the first community of 
Native Sisters, now recognized by Rome. In 
conformity with African etiquette, Sister An- 
toinetta seized with her two dark hands the 
white hand of the Pope and kissed it most 
respectfully sweet gesture which was 
photographed along with the smiling faces 
of all those present. 

The more prominent members of the Pil- 
grimage were also introduced to Our Holy 
Father and they had the pleasure of kissing 
his ring. One of the chiefs, feeling sorry for 
those who would not have this privilege, 
caught hold of the Pope's hand and made 
sign to those in the back to come and kiss it. 
His action greatly amused Our Holy Father 
as well as his attendants. 

In a moment of enthusiasm, Albert, Chief 
of Koupela, according to the custom of his 
tribe, protectingly threw his large cloak 


around our Holy Father, as a proof that he 
was ready in his filial love to defend him at 
all times against the attack of any enemy. 

His Holiness was pleased to linger with 
his dear African children, but duty called him 
elsewhere. When he did leave them, the pil- 
grims hastily made for the throne in order 
to kiss it. 

The Vatican Ofhcials declared the African 
Pilgrimage was a real relaxation for Our 
Holy Father. And the Africans returned to 
their country overjoyed. They had seen the 
Pope; and although he could not speak to 
them in their own languages, he made use of 
English and French to transmit to them his 
greetings. Most of the pilgrims knew one or 
the other of these tongues. 

The marvels of Rome as well as the visit 
with the Holy Father will be subjects of 
interminable conversations as the pilgrims 
with their relatives and friends sit in the 
moonlight. They realize all the better their 
happiness of being children of God and 
belonging to the one true Church. In their 
gratitude, they will not forget their kind 
benefactors far away, who made it possible 
for the Missionaries to bring them the true 
religion. 


His Excellency, The Most Reverend Bishop Durrieu, with Native Sisters from his 
Former Vicariate. 
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Sister Claire Anne relates her flight on the 
Missionary Plane from Marseilles to Entebbe 
in 48 hours. The rest of her journey was 
made by boat and train. 


WAS JUST BEGINNING to catch my 

breath after our visit in Rome. I was all 

eyes and all ears and; although, our stay 
was not quite 24 hours, our experiences were 
such that I could write a book about all I 
have seen and heard. But to be methodical, 
I shall begin where we started. 

Early one afternoon, four White Sisters 
boarded the Missionary plane at Marseilles 
for Africa. We met nine Fathers and Broth- 
ers who were also going to the missions. 

Our trip was delightful. The weather was 
beautiful and we flew right above the clouds. 
The scenery was exquisite, if I may call it 
that . . . fluffy clouds extending way beyond 
sight . . . a marvelous reminder of eternity. 
One cannot imagine gloom in such an atmos- 
phere. There were little mountains of clouds 
with beautiful colored reflections all around. 
It was simply splendid .. . 

After three hours flying we spotted Rome; 
and you can imagine our emotion as we laid 
eyes on the imposing Saint Peter's dome. 
And then Rome with all the formalities of 
passports, visas, etc. It was nightfall when 
we motored through Rome and arrived at the 
White Fathers, where we were greeted most 
cordially and given instructions for the fol- 
lowing day. 

The next morning at 6 A. M., we were up 


and ready for an early tour of Rome. The 
White Fathers organized everything; so that, 
we had nothing to worry about. The Father 
Superior drove us and explained all the dif- 
ferent sights of interest. It is a beautiful city 
which still speaks of the ancient Rome with 
its many ruins preciously kept and its majes- 
tic splendor of architecture. The ancient 
walls of Rome, the ruins of the Roman 
Forum, the Colisseum which we had the 
pleasure of entering, the beautiful marble 
sculptured arch of Constantine are greatly 
admired by visitors. Rome is a true museum 
of marble sculpture, mammoth monuments 
and statues. It appears that marble here is 
less costly than wood, and the Italians are 
unusually adept at manoeuvering the chisel. 

Our first stop was at the Basilica St. Paul 
which was built in the 4th century and has a 
facade of rich mosaic with a huge bronze 
door. All the basilicas, that is the four of 
the Jubilee, have a “porta sancta’’ so that 
before entering we kneel a few minutes in 
prayer over the threshold. Once inside, we 
were in a forest of granite columns and 
mosaics of all dimensions, as well as large 
medallions of all the Popes since St. Peter. 
The ceiling is an artistic treasure of gold leaf. 
The windows are not of glass, but of thin 
sheets of yellow and brown marble; so that 
the light is dimly filtered through and gives 
an atmosphere of peace and quiet. We pro- 
ceeded to the main altar to recite our Jubilee 
prayers over the tomb of St. Paul. The 
White Father traveling with us said his Mass 
in the chapel of the Blessed Sacrament. 
There were many Pilgrims present and 
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Masses were being said on all the beautiful 
altars of rich stone in St. Paul's. 

Then our little tour continued through 
Rome. St. John of Latran, although unlike 
St. Paul’s, is not inferior in beauty and splen- 
dor. St. John’s is the Mother Church of our 
religion, the first in dignity. Immense statues 
of tne Apostles are all around the roof; and 
inside, there are again huge statues of the 
Apostles, each one more realistic than the 
other. Here we said our Jubilee prayers over 
the tomb of St. John. 

Just outside St. John’s is the “Scala Sancta” 
and the church of the Holy Cross, where the 
cross of Christ is kept. This church was built 
by St. Helena in the 4th century after she had 
discovered the Holy Cross in Jerusalem. Be- 
cause our time was limited, we were not able 
to visit this sacred shrine. Then Father 
Superior took us to the church of St. Claire, 
my venerated patron. Unfortunately, the 
door was closed; so we could not enter. 

Our little pilgrimage continued to St. Mary 
Major, which was built in the 4th century. 
It was then called St. Mary of the Snows; for 
this spot was miraculously marked out by our 
Blessed Mother with a light coat of snow. 
The walls are of beautiful mosaic, byzantine 
art; and the ceiling is of gold leaf... the 
first gold to come from America. The relics 
of the Manger are at the main Altar, where 
we said our Jubilee prayers. 

Then in honor of Sister Therese Agnes we 
visited the church of St. Agnes which is 
round and has adjoining chapels. In one of 
these we were able to see the head of St. 
Agnes in a glass case. 

At last, we came to St. Peter's! Here | 
hesitate, for I fear my description will mar 
the majestic splendor of the Holy See. Never 
in my life have I seen anything so immense 
and so proportioned, so artistic and harmoni- 
ous, so religious and beautiful. It is a mas- 
terpiece. I cannot find words to express St. 
Peter's. 

Until this trip, Radio City had been the 
“wonder” in my life. However, Radio City 
with all its luxury, its beauty, its arts, its 
completion of the 20th century science did 
not go beyond the eyes and the intellect; 
while Rome with all the religious splendor 
and historical background of the growth of 
our religion, penetrated my very soul. 

We motored up the boulevard leading to 
the large square before St. Peter's . . . so 
familiar to all of us from pictures. Once 
inside we passed through the Jubilee door- 
way. St. Peter’s is built in the form of a 
Roman Cross and each arm is a huge cathe- 


dral in itself. The main aisle is more than 
twice the length of the largest Abbey in the 
world and everything is so proportioned that 
we can hardly believe the distances. St. 
Peter's holds 80,000 people. There are pri- 
vate pilgrimages everywhere and so much 
picty and respect. The “boldaquin” over the 
main altar is taller than the highest building 
in Rome; yet it is dwarfed by the huge St. 
Peter's dome directly above it. After our 
Jubilee prayers at this altar, we continued our 
tour of St. Peter’s . . . wide eyed and with 
many prayers in thanksgiving to the good 
Lord for so many privileges. 

We entered the chapel of the confessionals. 
There is a long rod at the door of several of 
these confessionals; so that whoever kneels 
before one of these doors to receive a stroke 
on the head in sign of penance, is entitled to 
a special indulgence. We followed the White 
Father without hesitation and gained our 
indulgence. 

Then joy of joys . the Palace of our 
Holy Father, his home. . . 

Our little group, the flying Missionaries 
and their pilot, had a special permit for a 
private audience at 11:30 A.M. We arrived 
before time and waited a few minutes out- 
side. We passed the Swiss guards at the 
entrance, walked up several wide stairways, 
crossed an inner courtyard, and went into a 
large red brocade-walled parlor. Then we 
crossed several rooms, all very beautiful, and 
arrived at another large parlor, where many 
people were waiting. 

At intervals a certain master of ceremonies, 
in a red plush garb, called the different 
groups in waiting. It was not long before 
our group was called. We were led into 
another room, where there were several 
guards in rich black uniforms with gold 
epaulets and helmets. We waited here half 
an hour. At last, Our Holy Father entered 
the room, tall, slim and with what energy he 
walked up to each one of us! Our Holy 
Father asked me in French where I came 
from. I answered in French, “Your Holiness, 
I am an American.” At this, Our Holy 
Father spoke to me in English, handed me a 
medal and gave me his blessing. After he 
had spoken to each one of our group in par- 
ticular, His Holiness turned back toward us. 
stretched his arms full length, raised bis head 
toward heaven and gave his Missionaries a 
last blessing before their departure for Africa. 
All this happened like a flash. for our Holy 
Father is booked for every morning and he 
goes from one room to another seeing thou- 
sands of his children every day. 


( Continued on the following page ) 
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From Algiers to Mombasa 


( Continued ) 


All these favors we owe to the Superior of 
the White Fathers in Rome, who knows the 
city very well and was enthusiastic in show- 
ing us all the beautiful sights and giving all 
the explanations, despite the little time he 
has to spare because of his work here in 
Rome. 

With grateful hearts we left the Holy City 
and in three hours we were in Malta, where 
we stayed over night. We had Mass at 4:00 
A. M., which gave us an early start, for there 
was a big day ahead of us. 

Again we flew above the clouds over the 
Mediterranean. Soon we came in sight of 
Africa and then we were over the Lybian 
desert. We made a short stop at El Adem. 
Off again and after a flight of 604 miles over 
the desert, we arrived at Wadi Halfa, a 
superb oasis on the Nile, at sunset. Here we 
had the pleasure of coming in contact with 
the Africans; and the Sudaneses, I might say, 
are very elegant with their long white robes, 
wide colored torsas and high turbans. 

The next morning we took off at 5 A. M. 
Unfortunately, it was impossible to have Mass 
and Communion; but our dear Lord had 
favored us so much, we could not refuse Him 
this sacrifice. 

We still had 1500 miles to cover and all 
morning we flew over the desert, followed 
the Nile for awhile and by noontime we 


began to see a little vegetation. At 12:15 we 
landed at Juba and for the first time I en- 
tered a hut. 

We landed at Entebbe, just above the equa- 
tor, at 3 P. M., and were greeted by our Sis- 
ters and the White Fathers. Here I had to 
say good-bye to my companions because they 
were to continue on to Nyasaland and 
Bangweolo. 

Before taking the train for Mombasa, I 
was given the pleasure of visiting some of 
our missions in Uganda. Kisubi, situated on 
the beautiful Lake Victoria Nyansa, is a very 
flourishing center. Our Sisters have a board- 
ing school for girls and one for small boys, 
besides the mission school. The White Fa- 
thers conduct a technical school, printing 
press, shoe making shop and tile and brick 
ovens. Besides the hospital, there is also a 
maternity hospital and dispensary. The na- 
tives come from far and wide to be taken 
care of when sick. 

The church is very large. There are hun- 
dreds of Catholics at this Mission and the 
Native Priests and Sisters cooperate with the 
Missionaries in their numerous activities for 
the good of their souls. 

After this eyeful of Kisubi, I went to 
Rubaga, the cathedral town. Here again edu- 
cational and medical works, White Fathers 
and White Sisters, as well as the Native 
Clergy and Sisters. But this time, I visited 
the convent of the Native Sisters. They were 
charming and clapped with glee as we en- 


( Please turn to page 13 ) 
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From Our Sésters' Letters 


Sister St. Philip writes from Karema, 
Tanganyika Territory 


Sister St. Philip spent 56 years in Tanganyika. 
She was among the first group of Sisters who went 
to this mission. 


The parcel containing cards, pictures and 
ribbons was received with great joy. A thou- 
sand thanks to you and our good benefactors. 
Mother Antonio and the community also say 
AKSENTI SANA (thanks very much). 


If you but knew the pleasure the contents 
of that parcel gave us and how helpful these 
articles are to reward our pupils. The chil- 
dren do odd jobs around the mission and so 
deserve a compensation. These treasures 
please them immensely and to get one gives 
them a little more enthusiasm at work. 

Medals and rosaries are also appreciated 
very much. In the villages surrounding the 
mission, there are many old men and women, 
some blind, and all unable to work. Their 
only consolation is to pray. If only you could 
hear them pleading, as we approach their 
huts, for a rosary. Yes they pray for their 
good benefactors and for the needs of your 
Novitiate. 

Since the past three weeks about thirty 
children have been staying at the mission for 
their instructions for First Holy Communion. 
They come from villages far away in the 
bush. It is a great change for them, but 
when they see the children of the mission 
play, dance and sing, they soon feel at home 
and the time passes all too quickly. They 
receive three instructions each day. 

Their parents are Catholic and in their 
villages there are catechists who give lessons 
in Christian Doctrine, but the Missionaries 
are not able to get to their villages more 
often than every two months to say Mass and 
give the sacraments. And the Holy Sacrifice 
must be offered in a hangar, so poor are these 
people! It is also very difficult to visit them; 
only rough paths lead to their villages scat- 
tered in the bush. 

The Missionaries have a hard life here, but 
the thought that they thus bring these souls 
to Jesus and lead them to Heaven renders 
their burden light. 

When we arrived here in 1894 this tribe 
despised us and wanted to wage war upon us. 
Today, these same people come to us with 
confidence, bring their sick to the hospital. 
Just recently, Mother Antonio saved the life 
of a man who was bitten by a viper. Now 
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Sister St. Philip with one of the 
first Native Sisters. 


that catechists have been stationed in all these 
distant villages, the people wish for baptism. 
When they arrive at the mission the first 
thing they ask for is a holy picture, before 
which they say their morning and night 
prayers; next it is a medal to wear around 
their neck in order to have the protection of 
our Blessed Mother. 

So you can readily understand why we 
appreciate so much pictures and medals and 
rosaries, since they help to make God and 
our holy religion loved and honored. 


* * 


Sister Marie Eudes writes from Naso, 
French Sudan 


We are here in the wilderness, 
hardly 15 miles from Bobo; but as 
sions to go to the city are rather 
enjoy the most perfect calm. It is an excel- 
lent location for our novitiate. The first 
clothing ceremony presided by His Excellency 
took place at Bobo, the modesty of our 
Chapel not permitting us to give this occa- 
sion the solemnity requisit. Being that these 
were the first eight girls of the Vicariate to 
give themselves to God in the religious life, 


although 
the occa- 
rare, we 
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it was then a question of making an impres- 
sion and of awakening other vocations among 
the young school girls. In the evening, we 
returned home to our beloved solitude where 
we had Benediction to end this day of days. 

Soon we shall see another similar ceremony 
when the native Brothers will make Profes- 
sion. Is this not a tangible proof that work 
is flourishing in a Vicariate which has been in 
existence barely 18 years, and where a consid- 
erable part of the population is Moslem! 

The Novitiate of the Native Brothers has 
been functioning at Nasso since 1945, and the 
Preparatory Seminary since 1946. The last 
mentioned having become too small, ceded its 
buildings to us: two thatched roof huts. 

I greatly dread the winter season because 
one of the huts being in poor condition, will 
not provide the proper shelter. However, the 
dormitory being large, the novices will be 
able to take refuge in dry places. The other, 
which was in good condition when we ar- 
rived, has become the home of birds, who 
amuse themselves by pulling out the straw in 
such a way that in places we have actual air 
holes, which will also be rain holes in a few 
months. With the grace of God, if it be 
necessary to sleep under umbrellas, we shall 
do so. 

The novices and postulants prefer the life 
of Nasso to that of Bobo, because here we 
have the calm that favors recollection. On 
holidays we can go for long walks in the 
wilderness or in the virgin forests. We also 
have the privilege of having an abundant 
stream in every season, a rare thing in this 
part of Africa. 

Since there are no wells here, every morn- 
ing and evening the novices go down to the 
stream with jugs, which they carry back on 
their heads full of water. The washing ts 
also done at the edge of the stream. 

May I beg your prayers for the Novitiate 
so that these first eight novices may be most 
generous in God’s service, and that they may 
understand the beauty and worth of their 
vocation. Actually, cight postulants are in 
their second year, and if we can find lodging 
for them ten or twelve asnirants will increase 
the number. Little by little teir number will 
increase and in a few years our dear Lord will 
be better known, thanks to our dear native 
Sisters. 

a 


Sister Mary of Peace writes from 
Likuni, Nyasaland 
Undoubtedly, the above address mystifies 
you a bit. I suppose you are wondering: has 


she already lost her job at Bembeke, or is she 
on a holiday spree? Strangely enough, | 
have neither lost my job nor am I enjoying a 
few days of leisure. I was sent here for a 
few months to give a helping hand. 


Although it is quite a change from Bem- 
beke, I am delighted to be here at Likuni, 
It is warmer and some of the comforts and 
conveniences of the latter are lacking, but I 
feel more like a missionary here. I am teach- 
ing Sth and 6th grades. I am sure that this 
necessary experience will be priceless. Be- 
sides teaching, I have charge of the sacristy 
and the front garden. Being time-keeper 
also helps to keep me on the run . . . indeed 
I can truly say “Never a dull moment.” I'm 
afraid it is going to be a sacrifice to return to 
Bembeke when a promised Sister comes to 
replace me. But on second thought, it is 
never a sacrifice to do the Will of God. 

Nyasaland is the site of a pitiful scene this 
year. Last year’s drought has brought famine 
and everywhere pcople are complaining and 
dying of NJALA (hunger). Many come here 
hoping to exchange firewood for a few grains 
of corn; but unfortunately, we are obliged to 
send them away empty handed most of the 
time. Even the children, who stay at the 
mission, have to do without breakfast. They 
do not suffer from that as much as we would, 
because they are used to it; nevertheless, it is 
not agreeable for anyone to study from 7:30 
A. M. to 12:00 on an cmpty stomach. Heaven 
is really going to be Paradise for these poor 
children of God. 

It usually rains less here than at Bembeke, 
but here it is terribly muddy and therefore 
more disagceeable. Last week it rained stead- 
ily for 24 hours and Sr. Hubert, who had 
been solicitous about her vegetable garden, 
saw the fruits of her labors washed away by 
the reddish brown water. But that’s life... 
Mission Life. 

Please do not forget our hungry natives in 
your good prayers. 


* * * 


Sister Monica writes from 
Nabbingo, Uganda 


Last Sunday we took a stroll to visit some 
of our friends. Fiom the road we could see a 
newly built house, a modest building of mud 
and wattle, but having a corrugated roof. 
There were also windows and doors and a 
heap of tiles in the corner showed that the 
floors were going to be of better material 
than daub. We entered the yard and found 
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the Mistress of the house cooking. She was 
a sweet faced young woman with a rosary 
around her neck, and she was dressed in the 
ordinary costume of the Baganda women. 
Bernadetta was newly married, had already 
given her first social dinner party, which 
before the Baganda world is the legal con- 
tract of any good wedding and which should 
generally take place a few months after the 
Church ceremony. She was a vernacular 
teacher, so she told us, but had given up 
teaching to marry. Her husband would soon 
be coming home from work and for that 
reason she was busy cooking, for the dinner 
must be appetising when the man comes 
home. 

Then she showed us her chickens, young 
like herself, and her vegetable garden and 
the well kept banana plantation. She then 
took us inside her house. There were chairs 
and a table for her husband was earning she 
said. Then with the faith which is so char- 
acteristic of the Baganda, she pointed to a 
beautiful crucifix hanging on the wall and 
two bright pictures of Our Lady and St. 
Joseph, and she invited us to say a prayer 
with her that God may give her many chil- 
dren. We gave her another picture and some 
hints about housekeeping . about floor 
coverings, inexpensive wall washes, and 
flowerbeds. In the meantime her husband 
came home. 

He spoke English fluently, and is working 
in the tobacco factory and earns a good sal- 
ary; that is why he could afford to build such 
a house, he explained. Then when Berna- 
detta went out to look after the meal, “A 
good little wife,” he said. “It is such a com- 
fort to have married a girl who was educated 
by the Sisters. She can do everything: cook, 
cultivate, clean, sew, mend, knit and embroi- 
der; and she is never idle. I have been read- 
ing an article in the South African Paper 
about the problems of modern housekeeping. 
Should housekeeping be left entirely to the 
wife or entirely to the husband? The con- 
clusion is, it should be done by both, two 
together helping each other. 

"So these are my plans,” he continued. 
“When I come home from the office I do 
some building and some gardening. Then I 
am going to make a road, there grow a hedge 
and there some trees, here will be a lawn and 
fiower garden; and when I am richer, I will 
employ a workman for my wife; so that she 
will not have to work so hard.” 


When I asked him where he got these 
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Christian principles, he explained that he was 
a graduate of the Catholic College of Kisubi, 
that his father was a good Christian and his 
sister had joined a community of Native Sis- 
ters, and by a strange coincidence she is 
called Sister Monica. Then with a mischie- 
vous smile he added: “She is short like you 
and a very good teacher.” 

After wishing him God's best blessings on 
his new home, I thought that our Venerable 
Founder, Cardinal Lavigerie, must have 
smiled in Heaven. Did he not dream of 
Christian homes in Africa? Well here they 
are. In Uganda such homes are many. This 
is truth not fiction. 


From Algiers to Mombasa 


( Concluded ) 


tered. Although, we were given chairs, they 
sat on the floor, because they still keep to 
their native customs. 

I assisted at Mass in the cathedral and was 
astonished to see this large church filled to 
capacity. There are no seating problems here. 
When there are not enough benches, the peo- 
ple just sit on the floor in the aisles; and they 
are not at all unhappy about it. It was the 
first time that I had the happiness of seeing 
an African priest say Mass; and the native 
altar boys, organist, with the prayers and ser- 
mon in Luganda, greatly impressed me. 

This is indeed a blessed land and the home 
of the martyrs of Uganda. As a matter of 
fact, Rubaga was the first mission to be 
founded by the White Fathers in Uganda. 
I was taken to see the shrine where two of 
the martyrs were baptized the night before 
they gave their life for their faith. I also 
visited our large high school for girls at 
Nabbingo. 

These few days passed all too quickly and 
I boarded the train at Kampala, a large town 
near Rubaga for Nairabi. I was met at the 
station by our Sisters who took me to Mangu 
a mission near by and there I had the privi- 
lege of baptizing a dying baby. 

At last, I reached Mombasa, an island city, 
and the home of many races. I received a 
warm welcome and learned that I had been 
appointed to the school staff. So my mission- 
ary career will begin in teaching. 
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. when you think of the Infant 


Jesus lying in a cold stable, no 
doubt the thought comes to you, 
how nice it would be to provide 
a gold tabernacle to shelter Him. 
But did you ever think what pleasure a living tabernacle would give our 
sweet Savior — that is, a soul, in which He could abide and find human 


love for which His Divine Heart longs for and that all the gold in the 
world cannot give? 


There are numerous African pagan orphans who are pleading to 
become the children of the good God they hear so much about from their 
Christian companions. A Christmas offering would help the White Sisters 
to take care of them. At their baptism, they would become living taber- 
nacles in which our dear Redeemer would reside and find the warmth of 
their love and adoration. 


Could you give a better present to our Infant Savior? How pleased 
our heavenly Mother would be with your gift to her Divine Babe! What 
would she not do for you in return? 
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